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Green eyes looked up at me lifelessly. "I fired him," he says flatly. And just like that | wanted to walk right back 
out the fucking door. Why does this shit happen to me? Why? It's like trying to live with fucking Stalin! | don't 
believe this! 


"This isn't a solo act Axl, it's a band, in case you didn’t notice. We're supposed to make the decisions together." 


Who does he think he is? 


"He was a fuck up," Axl shrugged, playing with his fingernails, still showing the same indifference he always 
does when he knows I'm mad at him. It's like our personalities switch. When one of us rants, the other goes 


cool as a cat and acts as if it's no big deal. But Axl's control freak streak was definitely becoming a problem. 


What was his deal? It was getting to the point where | just couldn't handle it. | hated being dictated to. And he 


knew it. 


"That's beside the fucking point! You should have asked me! He was our friend and bandmate and you threw 
him out like yesterday's fast foodl" | raised my voice. Oh, | was beyond pissed. They would have to create a 
new word to describe how mad | was. l'm honestly surprised that steam didn't come out of my ears like a 


fucking teapot. 


“Should | also ask you when | can piss or shit too Izzy?" He huffed as he coolly drags from a cigarette. "Or 


how about when | breathe?" 
"Goddammit Axe, you can't keep pulling this dictator shit and expect me to stick around for it! For fuck's sake!" 


We weren't always like this. There was a time when we were in sync with each other about just about 
everything. When we were in love.. | loved him so much. He made me feel so special and so needed. His touch, 
the warmth of his skin against mine, the feel of his satiny lips, his deep voice whispering in my ear in the dark 
as we lay naked together under the sheets.. There were beautiful moments, believe me. Lately, all we do is 
fight and argue. And we never seem to make up; it just hangs in the air and we brush it to the side and put 
up with each other. We hardly talk on a regular basis, and we haven't had any kind of romantic interaction in 
weeks. He shuts himself up in our room, and | drown myself in heroin to forget the pain of it all. Pain that still 


throbs under the surface, with every one of my heartbeats, invisible. 


But Axl telling me what to do was probably the most constant and familiar thing in my life, or, at least it was 
now. When | first met him in high school, | thought he was shy and lonely and just acting out because he had 
no other way to express how he felt. But | could not have been more wrong. This side of him that was 
emerging here in LA.Axl.Not Will.. no, Axl just waited to bait you like a black widow before he showed you his 
true nature. Beautiful and deadly. He had me wrapped up in a cocoon All he had to do was smile and bat his 
eyes and | found myself following him anywhere, and usually it was no place | cared to go. Will.was tortured. 
Tortured by his life so much so that the innocent light in him and blown out like a candle in a harsh wind. 


But.when we'd been closer... | thought | saw it glow in him again. But not now. Not anymore. 


Music was the only thing we had in common. | chose it and Axl's family forced him to perform like a circus 
animal in their weird church with all the fucking rules and restrictions. So it wasn't a surprise that by high 
school | was a drummer in the school band and Axl was rebelling against the powers that be. Sometimes I'd 
sneak into church just to listen to him sing. | knew he'd been in the church choir since he could walk and he 
was in our school choir, so one day | invited him over after school one day. | showed him some songs | had 
written. | was pounding away at my drums when all of the sudden that voice rang out. Not Axl Rose, Will 
Bailey. And it was great. Goosebumps rose up my arms and caused a shiver down my spine. | guess he wasn't 
accustomed to praise back then because he shyly smiled, and hid his blushing face from me. He used to blush 
so easy. Nothing made him blush anymore, especially not me. That hurt. But there had been times when | only 
had to look at him a certain way. | always knew | swung both ways and | admit, | was flirty. But | knew when 
and | knew with who. Axl was the first guy | ever tried with. Imagine my surprise when | realized the animal | 


was creating. Like | said, there were beautiful moments. Were. 


But by the time my senior year came he was starting to become Axl. He drank and did drugs and wreaked 
havoc wherever he went like a force of nature. Like the swirling destructive winds at the vortex of a tornado, 
uncaring and bold. But alone with me he was something different. Those deadly gusts calmed into warm 


summer breezes. My soft kisses turned a growling tiger into purrs of a kitten that weaves between your 


ankles begging to be loved. And | did. | do. 


But | can't keep letting him gain more and more control of me. Now he makes my decisions for me. And it has 
to stop. I'd thought in LA. | would be just one face among millions, thousands of miles from him. But like any 
stalking predator, he found me. The second largest city in America, and he fucking finds me. Not this time. Not 
this time. This time | was going to disappear for good. 


"You know what Axl. fucking quit" | pursed my lips and folded my arms, daring him to try and challenge me. | 
was ready for anything. He stared, but then he laughed. He was laughing? For fucking real? He thought this 


was fu nny? 


"Quit? But where the hell are you gonna go?" He chuckles at me, shaking his head like he'd already dismissed it. 


You miserable, ungrateful, control-freak motherfucker-- 


"London has an opening for a bassist," | said, still firmly planted in my choice. But somewhere inside me, things 
were breaking. What happened to the explosive but beautiful angel | had fallen in love with, who used to pet my 


hair and sing me to sleep? It was really all over..wasn't it? And he didn't care at all..? 

"London.Nikki Sixx's rejects? You want to be a part of that bullshit? They're a joke. You're not even a bassist. 
Stop talking out of your head. You have a good thing going here, you know." He snuffed out his cigarette. A 
good thing? What the fuck did | just hear? 


"What's so great about it?! The band | get no say in?! With someone who just wants me to be his lap dog?! Get 
fucking real, Axl." | spat acidly. 


Axl laughed at me. "And the Oscar for Best Drama Queen goes to.." 


"Fuck you," | said, feeling my hands curling into fists. In about two seconds, I'm going to rearrange his pretty 


little face so that not even his own mother will recognize him. | want to cry at all of this. 
"Gladly if you stop all you little petty Izzyness," said Axl cockily. His smile was slowly fading away, and | could 
almost feel the anger starting to come to a boil inside him. Good. Get angry. | want you to feel as shitty as | 


do right now. | want to wound you. 


l'm angry and hurt and confused and fucking done. "I'm not fucking around, you psychotic control freak. | quit" | 


turned for the door, trying not to let him see my tears. It was all over now. 


"Well, | might consider it when you get over yourself and you're ready to come back. We both know you're 


nothing without me. Nothing." | could hear the edge in his once-comforting voice. He was finally getting pissed 
off. But | couldn't feel it at all; | was going numb to him. 


| paused my stride and turned to glare at him. | didn't care if he saw my tears now. "! wish | never fucking 


knew you at all. 


| shut the door behind me. And as | walked off the porch, | thought | heard the sound of glass shattering, and 


an anguished sob. 
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So | left. | walked right out the door. Axl of course did everything in his power to try to change my mind, even 
trying to seduce me. He fucking ran after me down the sidewalk for a good few blocks even! But none of that 
was going to work anymore. | just couldn't keep doing this shit. It was all insane, Axl, the band, all of it and I'm 
fucking done. Something had to fucking change, and obviously it was me who had to do all the changing. | 
couldn't rely on him to get anything accomplished anymore. Let him drive around that frizzy-haired kid for all | 


care. l'm done, man. Done. 


| joined London. It was your typical Sunset Strip staple. Plus it had been a stepping stone for a few guys who 
had moved in to start bigger bands, like Nikki Sixx (Motley Crue, of course). | played bass, which wasn't one of 
my favorite things to do, but fuck it. Anything was better than being the whipping boy for short, red-headed 
and psychotic. My mind just thought guitar most of the time, they are pretty similar. But | stuck with it for 
about six months. Not bad, all things considered. At least, | thought so anyway. 


In that time, | saw Axl a few times. He had gone through even more band members. When we ran into one 
another it was usually tense. Axl always had some smart ass remark to make. He would try to brag about 
how well he was doing without me. However, the fact that every time | see him he's with a differently band, 
that to me says shit isn't going that great. And something about him.his attitude just screamed "desperate". 
I'm better at reading people than | look. Smack and booze haven't killed ALL my brain cells yet. 


But damn it took me a long time to be able to forgive. And when | say a long time, | mean a long time. I'm not 
really one to hold a grudge, but | do tend to think and overthink, and reevaluate shit about every five 
minutes. And this was somehow all | could think about. What | said, what | did.. could | have done it better? 
Maybe his words had some truth in them.. 


Over time | came to see a bigger picture and realize the reality of things. And man, hindsight is always 20/20.. 
| wasn't shit without Axl. Not as a musician and not as a man. It killed me at first to admit it, believe me, 
especially since | tried so hard to prove that | didn't need him or want him. But | was lying to myself.. who the 
hell was | kidding.. missed him. 


| loved the crazy controlling son of a bitch and | needed him to feel whole. Being with him had always been like 
breathing. Without him, | couldn't remember how to breathe. | had to get him back. | had to tell him what a 


fucking fool | was. | was willing to drop to my knees and beg if needed. | just had to work up the balls. 


One night | laid in bed, letting the high wash over me. It hadn't been a great show.. Nadir was a fucking girl if | 
ever met one, and the meaning of the word “attention-whore". It was now totally obvious to me that this band 
was never a good fit for me. Now | really needed to get Axl back. Could | just call him? Would he answer the 
phone, and stay on long enough to listen to me? What if he laughed, or hung up? | didn't want to appear 
desperate, even though | kind of was. Dammit.. Izzy Stradlin, being desperate..you have to be kidding me..Only 
Axl could have this kind of effect on me. 


Swallowing my pride and my nervousness, | reached for the phone, intending to dial his number and hope to God 
he was a) awake and b.) willing to listen to what | had to say. But before | could pick up the receiver, the 
phone rang. My heart skipped a beat. Was it Axl? Was he calling me to apologize? Dear God, please let it be 
him.my hand shaking, | picked up the phone. 


"Hello?" 
"Hello, this is Roger Maclean from the Five Points Health and Wellness Clinic. Am | reaching a Mr. Izzy Stradlin?" 
My shoulders slumped. Fuck 


"Look, man, if this is some stupid sales call, I'm not interested in whatever you're selling. | can barely afford to 


pay my own bills, ok?" | made to hang up the phone. 


"| promise you, this is not a sales call. It is regarding a patient of ours and a friend of yours, one W. Axl 


Rose?" My hand hovered. Axl? Why the hell was he calling me about Axl? 
"0-0k?" | answered, totally lost. 


"Mr. Rose has been a patient of our office for the last few weeks. He mentioned that he was having a hard 
time dealing with losing you as a bandmate and a friend. | had never seen someone so distraught in all my 
years as a practitioner. Naturally, we tried numerous things to help him: cognitive therapy, anti-depressants, 
and some natural remedies as well. Nothing had been successful, and he was rapidly worsening to the point 


where we were very concerned for his safety. 


"Our last method of treatment was something we call "Selective Memory Replacement". This essentially makes 
a patient-"forget"-about a specific object, person or pet. Now, | can assure you, this is not a method we use 
lightly-it is intended only as a last resort if the patient is suicidal or is losing touch with reality. The 


treatment has drastically improved Mr. Rose's mood, and we consider it to be a success. 


"However, | regret to inform you that this means that your friend no longer has any memories of you in his 
life whatsoever. It is, unfortunately, as if you had never crossed paths with him. He does not remember any 


time he has spent with you, nor will he remember your name or appearance upon being asked. We have 


confiscated any physical objects from Mr. Rose's possessions that he identified as being connected to you. As 
his doctor, and one who is looking out for Mr. Rose's health and well-being, it is advised that you never 
mention your relationship to him ever again. Mr. Rose is no longer a part of your life, Mr. Stradlin" My heart 


started pounding. What? What the hell? There's no way this was possible. No way. 


"You-this is a joke, right? This has to be. | mean, you can't just go in and make someone forget about someone. 
Its just not possible." | stammered, smiling in disbelief. Ha ha, very funny. Maybe this was Del or someone 
playing a late April Fool's joke. Good one, guys. 


"| can assure you, Mr. Stradlin, this is not a joke. This is a newer procedure developed right here in our clinic. 
It involves using computers and lasers, followed by several hypnotherapy sessions, to remove unwanted 
memories from the central processing core of the brain Mr. Rose agreed to this procedure without any 
coercion or force from anyone else. IT was entirely elective. Though it isn't easy to accept, | am afraid it is all 


true. You are more than welcome to visit our clinic if you have any questions.” 


Silence. The phone fell to the ground with a loud clatter. | could feel my entire world grinding to a halt. 
Erased.he had erased me from his life.,just like that.. 


Axl, how could you? 
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Tally hol 


| was furious. | was hurt. | was confused. He gets fucked in the ass by his own father and he chooses to erase 
me? How could this shit be happening? No..no, this wasn't happening. No way. Someone was fucking with me. | 


had to see for myself. This shit was too fucked up and crazy to possibly be true. Right? 


But.what if it isn’t bullshit? What if Axl really had simply erased me out of his head like some screwed up 
math problem on a test at school? It was a very Axl thing to do. So | needed to see for myself, did he really 
forget all about me? | could feel the hot, burning tears stinging the corners of my eyes and blurring my sight. 


Axl.. 


At any rate, if it was true, there was no way | could just go show up and be like: "Oh, hey Axe, sorry I've 
been a shithead. | really miss you. And | love you and need you in my life". Ha ha ha. Yeah right. That penguin 
won't even flap its wings. Some things about a person's personality just can't be changed. No, | needed a neutral 
party to assist me. | thought for a moment and realized that my safest bet would be Duff. He had been 
playing in Axl's band for a pretty enduring span, considering the previous rosters. That fluffy-haired kid..Slash, 
or whatever his name was..he didn't know Axl long enough. He wouldn't be of much help. And Del was visiting 
his family back in New York. No, it had to be Duff. He was the only one could help. | swallowed the huge lump 
in my throat. 


Duff lived right across the street from me with some chick-Allie, | think her name was. Or Anna. I'd just drop 
by and ask some questions, just to see if it were all true. Then, if he agreed (hopefully), we'd go see Axl. The 
plan was formulating in my head. He'd introduce me to the person who wouldn't know that he knew me better 
than anyone else. Maybe this was a blessing in a horrible cheap costume. Maybe this was the second chance | 
had wanted. Maybe | actually still stood a chance with him, especially if he can't even remember all of our bad 


times. | would give him new memories, happier ones, less complicated ones. This could still work out. 


Those happy little ‘Mr. Rodgers' thoughts were quickly dashed like a speedboat into some rocks the second that 
Duff opened his door and saw me standing there. He tried to slam the door in my face, but | shoved my foot 


into the track, stopping it from closing. His eyes went wide, gaping, and he slowly starts shaking his head. 
" No Izzy, please don't do this, just let it go." He was almost begging! 


My eyes drop to the floor. | take a long drag off my cigarette and think. | return my eyes to his perplexed 
expression and exhale. "You don't let go when you love someone. | can't Duff. I've spent six fucking months 


trying. | need him and the selfish bastard needs me too, whether he fucking remembers or not" 


He comes out into the hallway and closes the door. "You don't understand, Izzy," he says softly. "The procedure 
was kinda like an operation. You have to heal where they slice and dice you, man. What if you cause his mind to 
just fucking shatter? What if his fucking poles flip and he goes battier than he already is? What if you give 
him a fucking split personality or something?" 


"Duff, please, I'm not going to bring up anything, | promise. I'll pretend its the first time we've ever met. I'l 
play along. | just gotta see. | gotta look in his eyes to know if I'm really completely gone. I'll do it alone if | have 
to.. but it would just be easier for me and probably Axl too if you just fucking introduce us. Please, Duff. 
l'm.l'm begging you." And the tears finally fell. | bit my trembling lip, bowing my head and trying not to let him 
see. He sighs and rests his hands on his hips. 


"If it didn't work before, what makes you think it will work now, Izzy? What's changed in the past day or so?" 


"Because this time I'll make it work. This time | understand how much | love him," | answer and mean every 
word of it. | would write it in my fucking blood if it would prove to him that | had no ill intent. Axl and | were 
meant to be together. Our souls crossed for a reason and it wasn't so he could just erase me. It was because 
he loved me enough to erase me. To erase the pain | had caused him. | meant so much to him that he couldn't 
live with the memories of me without me in his life. That meant something. We meant something, and | would 


fight for what we once had. If he could love me once, he could love me twice. "Please Duff." 
Duff sighed and ran a hand exasperatedly through his fluffy yellow and bright-red streaked hair. 


"Ok. But listen to me! If you mention one damn thing about the past, | will throw you out, Izzy, and I'll make 


sure you never see him again. Understand me?" Duff said in a menacing growl. 


"Ok, ok, | got it. But.cthrow me out? You mean-he's staying in your apartment?" | asked, voice shaking. Holy shit, 


| was so nervous now.. Why was Axl at Duff's? 


"Yeah..Doctor said that would be for the best. Allie and | broke up anyway. The doc said he might have a 
residual headache and feel ill for a few days, but that he wouldn't remember the procedure at all. The doc told 
me to tell him that he got in a bar fight and got hit in the head, and that | had to take him to the hospital, 
and that he has a concussion It's how the doctor can call and check up on him" He stands back to let me in. 
Trembling, | stepped into Duff's small, ugly apartment. All | could hear was heart pounding in my ears and my 
fingertips. Swallowing suddenly became impossible. Axl was here..he was in this apartment somewhere..and he 


may not remember me.. 


"He's in Allie's old room, but he might be asleep. He said he wasn't feeling well earlier." Duff whispered to me, 
indicating that | should be quiet as a fucking mouse. "I've basically acted like he's been living here. Doc said that 
was for the best." 


| tried not to choke on my own tears. 
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Duff led me up the steps, which obviously needed to be vacuumed or some shit. | tried to slow down my 
pounding heart by taking deep breaths, but it felt like my ribs were being slowly crushed in a vice. It hurt, and 
| half-considered turning heel and running out the door. | didn't want to face him, knowing that he may not 


remember someone who spent the past six years as a staple of his life- 


"Hey, Duff? Where did you put the aspirin again? | think my migraine is coming back." His voice. heard it 
floating out of a cracked door. Duff glanced at me briefly before answering him. 


"Sit tight, man, | put it back in the bathroom. Lemme get you some, and a glass of water." He ducked into the 
bathroom for a few seconds. But | felt like | couldn't draw closer to the bedroom. Duff reemerged and, glancing 
back at me again, led the way into Allie/Axl's room. He was wearing some makeshift pajamas that | don't 
remember him ever wearing and was laying in bed. He looked like he felt a little under the weather, especially in 


the tired way he brushed his hair out of his face. He looked at Duff with gratitude and then noticed me. He 
jumped. | stared. 


"Duff, Jesus! You could have told me you were gonna bring a friend over, you know.." Axl said, rubbing his 
presumably aching head. | felt bad; | wanted sit on the bed and give him a head massage, but | knew Duff (and 
Axl) would freak the hell out and throw me out. Permanently. And | didn't want to screw anything else up more 
than | already had. 


"Axl, this is a friend of mine, Izzy." The words echoed in my head as Duff said them. 


| watched as he looked up at me with a softening smile on his face, as if it didn't bother him that there was 
(to him) a total stranger in his room anymore now that we had been introduced His eyes reflected nothing of 
our checkered pasts. There was no pain or anger present in his expression. There wasn't the slightest hint of a 
love that used to always burn there between us. There was no sign of recognition. There was no..anything. My 
heart tumbled down to the pit of my stomach. It was like.like he never knew me at all. Fuck. 


"Nice to meet you man," he nodded at me. "I'm Axl" He rubbed his head. "Sorry if I'm fucking cranky, | have a 


horrible goddamn migraine." 


| tried to keep my cool and prevent my jaw from hitting the floor. Wow. Axl HAD fucking erased me. Just gone 
completely. How could he do such a thing? Shit, what the fuck do | do? I'm not prepared for this at all, even 
though | kept telling myself that it might be true. Should | nod back, maybe extend my hand out, say hello or 
what's up? | mean, | should acknowledge him, right? How did we first meet? It was at school, before our dumb 
Driver's Ed. class. He had run down the hall like a fucking bat out of hell while a few teachers chased him. | 
remember thinking he was a whack-job..a cool one. Then fate sat us next to one another in the class. | was 
drawing the names of bands on my notebook. Axl looked over and commented about liking one of the bands. We 
were bonded from there on out. Shit. We never really had an introduction. Think Isbell. Be cool. Don't fucking 
blow this. You may not get another try if you do. 


"Hey," | sheepishly nod, swallowing the lump in my throat that had jumped up with no warning. "It's cool. I've 
had those before. They suck majorly." 


Luckily Duff comes to my rescue. Its the second time today he saved my ass, and l'm making a note of it. 
‘Izzy's in a band, Axl, | thought you'd like to meet him. I've known him for a while; he's a good guy." 


"Oh yeah, what band?" Axl asks interested, 


"Um, London" | said. "But I'm looking for other gigs. The lead singer is a fucking girly priss." | snorted, trying to 
be hopeful without showing it. Duff raised an eyebrow at me, but Axl didn't notice, thankfully. 


"What do you play, Izzy?" Axl asked me, all the while looking on as if all of this is new information. Keep it 
together, Izzy. Don't fucking lose it, even if it hurts.. 


"Bass for the band Used to be a drummer. | prefer guitar though. It makes it easier to write songs." 


"You write songs too?" Axl asked with a spark to his curiosity. Duff eased back and watched, but he still had a 


wary glint in his eyes. 


"Yeah," | nodded. Fuck.it was true.. 


"I write too, with a keyboard or piano mostly," He told me and | pretend not to know. How could | forget his 
amazing piano playing.or his gorgeous song-writing? And yet recently | stopped appreciating them.but he 


stopped being respectful.so we were even.right? 


| swear to God this is the strangest shit ever..and | don't like it. | feel sick | have officially stepped into the 
fucking twilight zone. How is this scientifically possible?! How could he just erase me from his fucking brain and 
leave everything else? | was worried about brain damage. Surely fucking with a person's memories is not a 
good thing. How does that work? Are there just little burned laser zaps in his brain where thoughts of me 
once were? Are they locked in some metaphorical fucking bottle? Is this a hypnosis thing? Can't | say some 
weird random word and end this fucking shit? It hurts so bad to see him like this.. 


"I heard you guys play the other day," | said, trying to keep the conversation going. | knew that if | stopped 
talking to him, things would get awkward and then I'd have to leave because of it. | didn't want to leave. "You 
were very good, you know." Duff gave me a warning look. | shot him one back. Don't stop me now, Duff, please. 
Axl just nodded and looked down, flushing a delicate shade of pink He was feeling insecure. He always did when it 
came to performing. | hoped he didn't go into one of his poor pitiful me modes and leave. The expression on his 
face seemed to suggest it may be in the works. Maybe | could prevent it. Maybe | could turn his mood around 
with the right words. 

"You kicked ass. You have an amazing voice," | added further. 


Axl blushed more. A smile crosses his lips. He looks up at me. "Thanks." 


Duff rescued me again. Or maybe he's trying to keep me from pushing things too far. "So we're going to go 


jam around, want to join us?" 
Axl didn't say anything. He just looks me over. | know what he's thinking. He's trying to decide if I'm worth his 
time. He did that to everyone when he first met them. Even me. | smiled because | realized what an advantage 


| had over him now. | already knew every detail about him. | knew his likes, his dislikes. | knew how to get 


through to him. Maybe | could do this..for now. Until | figured out how to reverse this shit. 
"Come on," | smiled coyly to him, "I'm worth your time. Trust me." 


His eyes shot up to mine and he raised his eyebrows. | give him a wink. He quickly looks down to try to hide 
the smile that comes to his face. Duff stood on my foot painfully. Axl didn't notice that either. 


"Um..sure," he nodded. 
"Alright," Duff clapped his hands together, "let me grab my bass." 


| watched Duff leave. Axl's voice brought my eyes back to him. 


"So what kind of lyrics do you write Izzy?" 


"Um. don't know really. | guess whatever shit pops into my head. Usually some stuff that's better left unsaid. 
What about you? What do you write about?" 


"I write about what | see, what | live, how | feel.. Like you said, usually some stuff that's better left unsaid" 


| smiled and bent over to open my guitar case. Duff returned with his bass in his hands. | strummed my 
guitar and look up at Axl. | could remember the first time | ever got him to sing. He was so shy. And he was 
afraid of criticism. Funny really, considering what a fucking critic he is. My mind wandered back to the first 
time he sang outside of church. | guess he no longer had that memory since | was in it.. my heart twisted 


painfully. wanted to cry.. 


"How long have you sang Axl?" | asked. The answer rang like an obnoxious bell in my head, but | bit my tongue. 


If | gave any indication that | knew Axl, Duff would kill me. 


"Since | was a kid. l'm a preacher's step-son. They made me go to church a lot, you know? And | used to sing 


in the choir, in church and high school." 


| looked down and nod. Yeah, | knew alright. | knew all about the Reverend Bailey. | knew what he preached in 
church, and what he did behind closed doors. | found myself wondering if he even remembered half of those 
memories like | did, since so many of them ended up with him at my bedroom window..battered, bruised, and 
bloody, the tears streaming down his face and splashing onto his dusty shirts..Duff started to play beside me, 
watching me like a goddamn hawk to make sure | didn't slip up. | forced my eyes down to my guitar and play, 


trying not to let tears splash down my own shirt. Fuck. 


No. | wasn't going to let it end like this. There had to be a way to change him back, to reverse this whole thing. 
| wasn't going to leave that doctor's office until he fixed this. 


| knew where | was going tomorrow. | was going to make this right, no matter what it took. 


Author's Notes: 
I'm still alive. | have apologize for the long delay. | have been very ill, € | found that my muse for writing has 
disappeared. What | publish next may not be my best.. | apologize to my co writers, because they deserve 


better than this.. 


| strode right into the hippie - esque office, banging the door open behind me. Everyone on the tiny waiting 
room looked up, startled. Some old man clutched boxes of what looked like junk. A young couple held photos of a 


cat, in addition to a collar and a few cat toys. The receptionist stared at me. 


"May--may | help you, sir?" She asked timidly. She was young, her hair in a brown ponytail. She was admittedly 
pretty. But | had a mission. | walked right up to the desk. She stared. 


"Yeah. | want to talk this doctor.. Roger, | think his name is or some shit. | want to talk to him. Now." | said, 
trying to be serious but not intimidating. It wasn't her fault. She blinked. 


'I--Im sorry, sir, but he has patients and clients to see, he is rather busy. | can see if he has any available 
appointments next week if you like?" She said, opening a datebook. No! Fuck that shit! 


"Fuck a goddamned appointment lady! Get his ass out here before | crawl over this desk and find him myself!" 


Her eyes go wide and | can hear people behind me whispering. | can see her trembling hand going for a button. | 


quickly grab her wrist. 

"No fucking button. | don't trust you. Call him, out loud." 

She still stares at me stunned. | let go of her wrist because l'm probably scaring the shit out of her. AIl | 
need is some jackass to slip out and call the cops. They'd arrest me and | still wouldn't have my answers. So 
she calls the doctor in a panicked shriek and he comes running out to the lobby. 

"You the doctor who erases people from people's heads?!" 


"Lim." 


| storm over to him and grab his arm and drag him through the double doors he just came from behind. "You 


and me need to have a fucking chat." 


"Sir, | think | know what this is about. | do know who you are. | had to know all about you for the procedure. 
Mr. Rose was hurting and | did do my best to get him to think over his decision He was adamant," he 


stammered. 


"Adamant? He's fucking insane. | ought to know. This whole thing is insane. Change him backYou have to fix this. 


You have to give back his memories," | pointed my finger in his face. 


‘lm sorry..the procedure is irreversible. The memories can't simply be put back. They're gone, lost as if they 


had never been" 


My grip slackened on his pristine, unwrinkled collar and it slowly slid out of my grasp. The shock was finally 
setting in. 


"So he's.gone?" And I'd never heard my voice sound so hollow and empty before. | could feel the blood draining 
from my body. It's over.. No.. He can't be gone... 


‘lm afraid so, Mr. Isbell. | truly wish there was more that | could do. But this procedure is irreversible, as | 


told you earlier. | am sorry. Your friend's memories are gone." 


And suddenly, my whole life meant nothing. Unbearable pain coursed through my body as if there were 
thumbtacks in my blood. Everything meant nothing. He was gone, and | couldn't bring him back 


My whole world was gone. 


